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is another matter; grave enough to awaken
anxiety, yet fraught with something before which
the deepest, loneliest soul of a man is helpless
and secretly inclined to submission. At odd
moments the master has felt the desire to sur-
render to the mighty subterranean current,
but when his eye falls on the tangled beard
and stupid, pricking eyes of a disgusting old
fellow like Juha, his stomach turns and he knows
hate, the hate that springs from a conflict of
one's own making.

Everywhere   similar   private   little   decisions
are welling up in people's minds and uniting to
form the tense pressure of those revolutionary
days.    That pressure comes to a head and finds
vent in incidents like that which is now taking
place in the dairy yard.    Cries fill the air there
and are succeeded by a defiant speech; in the
bigger   crowd   one   sees   tightened   chins   and
glances;  in the smaller opposing group, furious
looks.   The  crowd remains in the yard until
noon and then scatters;  the show is over for the
day   in   this   neighbourhood.    In   the   evening
the  events  of the  day  are  debated in many
dwellings.    No one bothers any longer to argue
about right or wrong;   men are content to de-
scribe to one another with a curious feverish
liveliness the actions and methods of the other
side.   When  night  falls   the  farmers  carefully
lock their doors and settle down to sleep in their